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Jill McGrath 
Scarecrow 
the sere crook of a woman, 
hair tucked to scarf, 
eyes leaning into the ground, 
carries his final coat 
to the clothesline. 
close to earth in her thick-slow step, 
touched now by the dry swirl of leaves, 
now by the fingers of cold, 
she lifts her arms to pin the sky, 
the cloth, the twine 
to one another, all 
with a tight stitch of hands. 
the empty wings shimmy, 
shaping the air, the wind 
a whistle of memory in sleeve, 
it sways free of the grey shade 
left scarecrow by the sun. 
she brings this shadow to the line, 
her white face slipping out and back 
from the darkness of empty rooms, 
the gaunt flap startles the birds, 
their wings twitch and falter, 
flee, the black shapes 
tacking across the lawn. 
it is the scarecrow for all fields 
where she's left chilled by distances 
that whisper the past, 
its own stiff darkness and stain, 
her voice kneading the air, 
the world void of time 
to fill, 
steps marking the slow wait 
to age's inexorable wither. 
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